VII
I GET MY MONGOLIAN PASSPORT

WHILST the Shaman was straggling with the
evil spirits, supper was cooking in the square
between the tents of the urton. The boiled beef was
just as excellent and we consumed it with the same
hearty appetite as the previous day at field head-
quarters. After supper I was taken to a tent and
introduced to my host, the commandant of the
station, who immediately began the "ceremony of
friendship." He brought out the "pipe of friendship/'
a long-stemmed affair carved in brass, filled its tiny
bowl with a pinch of tobacco, lit it, took a long
whiff, then handed the pipe to me. I also took a long
whiff, and that was the end both of the tobacco and
the ceremony.

After this my host and his wife began to prepare
for bed, calmly undressing before me as though I were
not there. Being too modest myself to watch them,
I turned my back on them and only sat down on the
bed to undress when I thought they were already in
bed. As I lay in bed there was now and then a flicker
of flame from the fagans and the idols in the domestic
shrine were illuminated by a ghostly light. Through
the circular aperture at the top of the tent I could see a
piece of the dark sky studded with twinkling stars.
*             #             *              *
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